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NOTES AND DISCUSSIONS. 



SENTENCES IN PROSE AND VERSE. 



SELECTION BY W. E. CHANNINO. 



We dip't in all 
That treats of whatsoever is : the state, 
The total chronicles of man, the mind. 
The morals, something of the frame, the rock, 
The star, the bird, the fish, the shell, the flower, 
Electric, chemic laws, and all the rest. 

— Tennyson. 

Economy of thought depends on executive talent. — Anon. 

Providence, who looks out for man, cannot be bribed to the least 
disclosure. Nature is not only mystic, but curious, — a child's toy 
and a Prospero's wand at the same moment. 

•In human society an effort is made to throw property into a 
common stock. Tlie phrase must be comprehensible to the least 
informed. Each agrees to forego a portion of his personalities, and 
unite upon a basis of general common-sense, which is the abstract 
nature of men. The student alone strives to preserve some part of 
his original thought, as a metre for the race in its average mediocrity. 

I accuse each morning of monotony, but the morning accuses me 
of far more. 

The sun gleamed with a peculiar beauty from the broad, green 
leaves of Indian corn, as if nature said : I am pleased with my son's 
industry, and will gild this plant with a double radiance as a reward. 

Life is foiever repeated. Each new day the old experience asks 
the old unanswered question. 

Temperament enters fully into the system of illusions, and shuts 
us in a prison of glass whence we cannot see. — • Emerson. 

"A new commandment," said the smiling muse, 
" I give my darling son, — Thou shall not preach." 
Luther, Fox, Behmen, Swedenborg grew pale, 
And, in the instant, rosier clouds upbore 
Hafiz and Shakespeare with their happy choirs. 

— U. 
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Montaigne was sensible to literary hypocrisy, as he says he never 
corrects his writing ; while it is true that he did this, through several 
editions, even to the light turns of expression. 

The individual needs to master all that enters into his experience, 
even despair, humiliation, or failure, and make it wliole ; thus he 
becomes wholesome. 

The extremely objective man is a tradesman in mind. Facts 
should dance before us like a dream, to set us thinking. 

The poet cannot judge truly as to the place for his verses ; the 
opinion of indifferent readers classes them as wretched or divine. 

Love hangs suspended by a hair; it will suddenly re\nve like a 
lichen, after it seemed dead, and visit us with its painful delights, 
while character acts with irresistible force on certain natures when 
combined with beauty. 

If his genius were not so great he would be more popular. He 
places himself where the raj'S of intelligence fall, and collects them 
in a focus. Like Christ's, fond men should compose his story. 

Our admiration for persons no more makes them sympathetic to us 
than that for the landscape ; a longing for the beautiful need not 
force its prison-wall. 

This man who muses on his way across the fields, who tries to 
catch each scent of the breeze, or by the margin of the lake sits and 
gazes long into the waters, loves to recall the blessings of such 
existence in verse. 

Jung Stilling's was a simple, ideal story, not heroic. He was a 
gland of tears — a little pressing caused them to flow bountifully. 
There is a soft, agreeable piety there. 

We have been entertained at a magnificent repast, and cannot 
recall the name of a single disii. As I lay on the shore of the pond, 
and saw the blue waters freshly dancing, I dreamed of their beaut3\ 

It requires livelong patience to grow moderately tolerant of inevit- 
able disagreement. 

Occasional poems, — the first and most genuine of all kinds of 
poetry. — Goethe. 

A debris of broken vows and issues waiting settlement crumble 
into rubbish in the minds of the feebly resolving. Like an apple- 
tree, the mind should be sometimes scraped to get relief from these 
rusty scales. 

XIV— 16 
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A man may be celebrated for his lack of celebrity ; his success 
may consist in an abundance of failures, if combined with unfathom- 
able self-assurance and unbounded self-deceit. 

The public is a mirage which shines before the Sahara of some 
authois' lives, and flatters them with the promise of visionary palm- 
trees and murmurs of sweet water. 

In his early youth, St. Simon's servant awoke him each morning 
with these words: "Levezvous, monsieur le comte, vous avez de 
grand choses a faire." 

It seems too great a happiness to have a friend, ever to prove true. 
We know we have so many and such oppressive defects, it seems 
impossible there should live any who can dare excuse and accept 
them. 

The old opiate, the juice of honey flowing through the character, 
and a man's hands become lead by his side. The farmer's vision is 
in the ends of his fingers, the muscles of his back, the breadth of his 
shoulders. Thought is but a light, fantastic cloud, contrasted with 
the heavy clods whereon he treads in company with his cart-horse. 

Anxiety, which is the trick of wearing out with care, never wears 
itself out. 

It is most ungracious not to pay the tax-bill cheerfully, when we 
know how much safety and convenience we purchase with a few 
shillings. 

The difference in the degrees of nervous sensibility are incom- 
putable. Strong nerves are at once a push arid- a prison. The 
coarse can never comprehend the fine ; the latter have travelled over 
the whole i-oute. 

The fruits of experience are green ; we never knew the trait that 
ruled all these years. 

Men with each other are like weights in the scales of a balance. 
We see them testing their pounds ; nothing is so rare as an equi- 
librium. 

Montaigne was an avalanche of reading and reflection, which 
descended in the form of essays. Landor sometimes pleases himself 
with the dry pedantry of scholars, which is the thirst of literature, 
and parches the mouths of the vulgar. 

The miserable are made happy at times by constancy and patience. 
— Cicero. 

He was one of those unexpressed characters whose force is an 
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untried mystery to themselves. Such persons are capable of sudden 
and unpredicted expansions. 

Some depth unknown, some inner life untried, 
Some thirst unslalted, some hunger which no food 
Gathered from earthly thorn, or by the knife 
In gory shambles stricken, can allay, 
Man hopes for, or endeavors against hope. 

— Scott [Year of the World]. 

Conversation with certain persons is a game of ball ; your thoughts 
squarely rebounding from the tenacious surface, the brain soon 
grows weary of pitching and catching. 

We may regard painful and depressing trains of thought and eras 
of stagnation like the moments we wait at the doors of the theatre, 
before the play begins. 

The inferiority of most men does not consist in themselves, but in 
their opinion of themselves. 

Distant mountains are delicious ethereal magnets. They attract us 
by their beautifully blue, permanent promise. The ocean-distance 
also fills us with a strange delight. Those far receding horizons, — 
amid the low islands, — that long, gUmmering reach of shining sand 
so far away, — they send us an answer of sweetness. 

Friendship is that priceless jewel we most guard as the richest 
of all earthly possessions, — even God has somewhat incomputable. 

The cultivated man is he who is least the egotist. We hope even 
to reacli here a bonJiomie of expression when we shall no longer be 
constrained to light our torch at another's, but furnish some sparks 
for ourselves. 

In yon woodchuck's skull, did form precede function, or function 
form, — that wariness, those powers of digging, the scent that a 
sweet apple is relishing, his fear of man and dog, — whence came 
and where have gone ? 

How easy it is to make a descent upon those shallower than our- 
selves, — we pour ourselves into the hollows without effort. 

Persevere in any course, good or evil, and you cannot fail to find 
your purpose partially accomphshed. Doing a thing twice makes it 
a kind of second-nature. 

If we cannot be great, let us strive at least to be complete in our 
small orbit. Some little States perfectly governed far surpass the 
looseness of graver nations. Who cannot admire a fine seal-ring? 
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We may put it down for certain we shall be dull every afternoon. 
The morning is sufficient to spend the plumes of an angel. 

The light is there, and the colors surround us, but if we have 
nothing correspondent in our own eyes, the outward appearance will 
not avail us. — Ooethe. 

Chaucer, as the portrait of a comfortable English time, seems like 
a delicious peach. The mouth of the reader waters for such sweet 
ages. His quaintness may be partly put on, as cabinet-makers design 
old styles of furniture, the better to show the peculiar veins of their 
wood. 

At the creation of man, all things of divine order were collated 
into him. — Srvedenborg. 

In the tectonic art and that of the currier all things are asserted 
on account of the better or the worse ; but mathematics does not 
pay attention to things good and evil. — Aristippus, 

Like the daj', each man's constitution obeys the order of the day. 
A few clear, brilliant moments are called the morning ; in these 
Goethe found his charming, sunshiny songs. 

He ti'ied to create the savage in the civilized ; but he was rather 
near the latter than the former in trying that. 

If life were any worse, we should so hate it, it would not be worth 
the living ; if it were anj' the better, it would be so precious we should 
never know how to have done with it. 

Lively feeling of a situation, and power to express it, constitute 
the poet. — Goethe. 

Nature was only created for the purpose of clothing what is spir- 
itual, and of presenting it correspondently in the ultimate of order. — 
Sioedenborg. 

THE IDEAS OF THE PURE REASON. 

I saw in dreams a constellation strange, 
Thwarting the night; its big stars seemed to range 
Northward across the Zenith, and to keep 
Calm footing alojig Heaven's ridge-pole high, 
While round the pole the sullen Bear did creep 
And dizzily the wheeling spheres went by. 
The\' from their watch-towers in the topmost skj- 
Looke(i down upon the rest. 
Nor eastward swerved, nor west, 
Though Procyon's candle dipped below the verge. 
And the great twins of Leda 'gan decline 



